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AN OFFICER came into the cell He had a beard, a
sandy moustache, a high forehead, eyebrows which met
in the middle, and eyes which, under their thin, shrivelled
lids, showed traces of insomnia The cross of Saint George
was pinned to his tunic
The cell was so small that you had to keep your hands
still when you talked Close as he was to the officer,
Abram could make out little details the shabbmess of his
epaulets, the red veins which riddled the white of his eyes
'Have you had a good sleepv asked the officer
Then Abram noticed that he carried a short, slim whip
'You needn't be afraid,' the officer went on cAs you
see, I'm alone, and I'm not even armed But, to be suie,
you fellows have fear in your blood *
Abram felt like bursting into a contemptuous laugh,
but he knew that a Communist must know how to control
himself He glanced at Sermon In the course of their
arrest, Semion had lost his glasses Instead of the officer's
face, all he could see was a reddish blur Semion fixed
his eyes on this blur, and asked
'I suppose you've come to question us?'
'Later on,' replied the officer 'There's no hurry I just
want to know where you've come from'
'From Tomsk,' Abram hastened to say 'We ran away,
like everybody else *
The officer's face registered disgust Abram's voice be-
trayed the intonation of his little White Russian village,
of Rabbi Kaplujanski, of generations of commentators on
the Talmud, lousy and short-tempered
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